
FOR the sick or aged the
Thermo* Carafe or Thermos

Jug is invaluab It keeps water cold or

steaming hot, as required, and liquids are
not exposed to the air of the room.
' I "HERMOS reduces greatly the task of
1 caring for the aged or invalids, and con*

tributes wonderfully to their comfort as well.

rHERHDs
I JtiiHj jSUl lLitj
Serves you riRht.food or
drink.hot or cold.when,
where, and as you like.

YJT/HEN hunting or fishing, exposed to the
W dements, a hot drink from Thermos on a

cold, wet day adds greatly to your enjoyment
and comfort.

FILL your Thermos Bottle with coffee, tea or
chocolate, and an invigorating drink, hot or

cold, is ready any time, anywhere.
American Thermos Bottle Co.
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TYPEWRITE THE NEW WAY
80 to 100 Words a Minute Guaranteed
Totally new system, llased on (Ijnuilk Finger Trainlinr!
Urines amazing sj>eed. |»erfect accuracy. DIG SALARIES.
Easy for anyone. First day shows results. Learn while working.
«. D- D _1_ f,,-- illustrates and explains all

* ®©C DOOK rrec Gives letters from hundreds
with salaries doubled and trebled. A revelation as to speed and

TULLOSS SCHOOL OF TYPEWRITING, 1306 Codec Hid. SpiufcU. Ohio

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING
EVERY WEEK and

THE ASSOCIATED MAGAZINES
Combination Rate, $3.00 Per Line

05 MADISON AVENUE, - - NEW YORK
109 NORTH WABASH AVENUE, CHICAGO

CORPORATIONS
INCORPORATE YOUR RUSINESS IN ARIZONA.

Least cost. Transact business, keep books anywhere. Free
Laws, Rv-I.aws and Forms. Reference: Any bank in Arizona
Stoddard Incorporating Company, l'.ox 8oo, l'hoenix, Arizona,
liranch Ollice: Van Nuys lluilding, I.os Angeles,California.

FEMALE HELP WANTED
FIVE nUIC.HT, CAPAIII.E LADIES TO TRAVEL,

demonstrate and sell dealers. t>5 >o $50 per week.
Railroad fare naid. Goodrich Druir Comoanv. Dent. 67.
Omaha, Neb.

III SINKHS OI»l>OHTlIMTIl.S
MR. IIUSINESS MANAGER .Da you want to save

9,982 dollars? It would cost >011 (10,000 to send even a post
card to our million home circulation. You can tell the same
thini; in this site space and average live readers to the luun.for$18 gross. Address Classified Dept., Every Week Corporation,95 Madison Ave., New York City.
"

A4JKXTH \VANTKI>
MAKE »2,500 A YEAR IN SPARE TIME.

Invest $1 00 a week in good paying Mail Order Dusincss
with our line, no capital necessary. Particulars free.
Kadico, 4315 Lincoln Ave., Chicago.

PATENT*
INVENTORS SHOULD W R I T I. FOR LIST

of "Needed Inventions," "Patent Ruycrs" and "How
to Get Your Patent." Sent Free. Randolph & Co.,
I'cpi. 142, wasmngion, it.

~DllTiL KAXOK BliAl>EH
TO CONVINCE YOU !! We'll Re-Edge 3 lllades Free and

r mm in tlandy Mailing Case with "Inside Facts on Reshar*
peuiug." I'arleer-Warren l.al>., 107a W. 43d St., New York,

and removed the key. He examined fcfje
key closely before dropping it in his
pocket.

"Just the same," he said, "this door's
worth guarding. The cop doesn't seem to
be finding much out there. Suppose you
run through the dressing-rooms and the
lofts, Quaile. Maybe I'd better do it
myself. You stay by this door."

IT was obvious that the manager wished
Barbara kept under observation as

much as the door. Quaile nodded. Me-
Hugh took a handful of matches from his
pocket and climbed the iron staircase.

Barbara's face had lost its vivacity.
With a troubled frown she watched the
man go.
"He makes me feel that I'm in the way.

Why? Do you know?"
Quaile wanted to throw reserve to the

winds. It seemed only fair to tell her of
Mcllugh's suspicions. He forced a laugh.
"The riddles of the sphinx are simple

compared with a manager's whims."
"I suppose I'm a fool to stay," she said.
All at once she seemed to grow very

tired. He brought a chair. She sat down,
sighing.

"Thanks. I'm stubborn enough to
wait. I do want to see what they'll find.
It's all so queer."
She rested, halt closing her eyes, f or

a long time they waited without words,
listening to McHugh and the policeman
as they prowled about, constantly on the
alert for an alarm.
At last the two searchers met on the

stage, and with puzzled faces descended
to the cellar.

"They've found nothing yet," Barbara
said.

Quaile clenched his hands.
"Then they will. Surely down there."
But McHugh and the policeman returnedempty-handed.
"But I heard a groan after I had fired,"

Quaile insisted.
"There's no blood," McHugh answered."Every door's locked. We've

been in every rat-hole."
"Except the passage," Quaile reminded

him.
He went forward and glanced through.

McHugh peered over his shoulder.
"Where did you stand when you fired?"

he asked.
Quaile entered, and at a distance of
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narrow space the acrid odor of the powder
still lingered.
"And where was your figure?" McHugh

went on.
"A little in front of where you're standing.Just inside."
McHugh turned and hurried to the

rear of the stage, where he supplemented
the vague light with matches.
"Come here, Quaile," he snapped.
Quaile walked over, the policeman at

his heels.
"No dream about that," McHugh said.
He indieated a groove in one of the

iron steps, then led them to the brick
wall, which in one place had been newly
flaked.

"Your bullet's there," he announced.
He thrust his finger into a small orifice.
"I can feel it."
Quaile moved uneasily.
"Then it wasn't a man in front of me.

He would surely have beeu hit."

DARRARA had watched and listened
restlessly. McHugh glanced at her.

Quaile knew the manager wouldn't catechizehim as to the details of his experience
in the girl's presence.

"Suppose you'll have to see her home,"
McHugh said under his breath. "So
come to the office the first thing in the
morning. I want every little thing that
happened while you were alone."
He raised his voice.
"I'm shimnpH. Onnilp. Who lrwkaH

that door? Who raised that curtain?
Not here now, anyway. So we might as
Well all go home and sleep on it. Better
pick up that lamp of yours."

Quaile vaulted the footlights and
walked up the aisle to the seat where he
had waited for the thing that limped.
The cover was pushed back, as he had

left it. The flashlight, too, was where he
had remembered hearing it roll beneath
the seats.
As he arose he pressed the control perfunctorily.He braced himself heavily

against the seat. A brilliant path of light
tore across the auditorium to the farther
wall. He snapped it off. The shadows
jeered at him.
"McHugh!" he shouted.
The manager sprang from the wings,
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along the aisle.
"What's up now, Quaile?"
Quaile saw Barbara stop on the stage

and look anxiously in his direction. He
held up the cylinder.

"This," he said. "I told you whon the
limping thing went by it wouldn't work.
Just now, when 1 picked it up.look!"
He pressed the control. The light

glared. McHugh snatched the cylinder
from his hand.
"You found it exactly whero you

dropped it?"
"Yes."
"Then you were too excited. You

couldn't have worked it right."
"Don't think that, McHugh. You

can t do any more than snap the button
back as far as it will go. 1 did that time
and again."

"This is the strangest thing yet," McHughmused. "I'm glad you came, anyway,Quaile. You've given me a lot to
think about."
"Can we go now?" Barbara asked, as

they climbed to the stage.
"In a hurry?" McHugli wanted to

know.
She shivered.
"It's cold here. I.I'm afraid. I want

to go."
"All right. You and Quaile open the

stage door while I put out the lights.
Here's the key."

Quaile took the key and led Barbara
to the iron door.

"It can be dark in here," McHugh said,
witli an uncomtortauie laugn. uot mo

guessing. No one's gone out, so no one
eould have been here."
As if in defiant contradiction, through

the darkness behind them came the sound
of limping footsteps.

For a fleeting moment Barbara shrank
against Quaile.
McHugh stiffened.
"Good God! You hear that?"

CLOSE beside them Quaile caught a

gentle padding. From out the pit-like
night of the theater a tiny lean black
body glided past him, slipped into the
.11 1 1 f 1 1J A 1
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before he could convince himself that it
had actually been there,.had slunk from
sight close to the wall. At the same momentthe limping footsteps ceased.
Barbara faltered into the alley. Quaile

and McHugh followed. While the managerslammed the door and turned the key,
Quaile ran up the alley as far as the fence.
He found no sign of a cat. He came back,
speaking with reluctance. His eyes had
had no chance to accustom themselves to
the new darkness. The thing had been so

rapid, so unexpected. He wasn't confidentthat the others had seen what he hud.
"I thought I saw." he began.
McHugh nodded.
"Thon f rliH hut if ironf Kr on nniol/ "

"A shadow," Barbara whispered. "Can't
we go? I want to get away from this
place."

Quaile realized the futility of entering
again the building which he had twice
assured himself was empty, yet which had
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for.
"We can't do anything more to-night,"

McHugh agreed, and led them to the
sidewalk.
He turned from an unseeing stare at the

arc light on the corner to Barbara. His
manner toward her, which had been harsh
and contemptuous, altered. He attempteda rough kindness.
"You look sort of sick, Barbara. Remember,you're a nervy girl. If old

Woodford is walking around inside, he's
got nothing against you. Don't you

worry. And, until we find out what went
on in there to-night, you keep your mouth
shut. Don't you let any of it get to
Wilkins."
Her answer eonveyed a reproach:
"You can trust me, Mr. McHugh."
"That's all right," he said. "Now run

along home. Quaile will see that nothing
troubles you."
She had controlled herself. She followedQuaile silently across the street

and entered a cab. When he was seated
beside her, the girl's attitude urged on
him an increasing svmD&thv.
"You are nervy," he said softly. "Most

women would have screamed.made n
scene."
Her hand moved, but she didn't answer.For most of the ride, in fact, she

remained withdrawn in her corner. He
fancied that a more profound emotion
than fright held her so. He became a
trifle ashamed of that unguarded moment
in the alley. In a sense, he was glad when
the cab drew up in a quiet side street beforea big apartinent-house. He helped
her to the sidewalk, and followed her to
the door, glancing up at the facade of the
apartment-house.a new building, evidentlyexpensive.

"This is where you live?"
She nodded.
"I wonder," he went on hesitatingly,

"if sometime I might."
"Whon things are a little more settled,"

she interrupted. "Perhaps after the opening.I'd like you to eome to tea."
"You make it too remote," he objected.

"So muoh has happened to throw the
opening into doubt."

"Then soon, if you wish." she said, and
frankly offered her hand.

It was cold and lifeless in his grasp.
She drew it away and walked past the
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QUAILE returned to the eab, and, as
^ the chauffeur drove him rapidly off, fell
into a revery, discontented, almost morbid.
At first his latest memories crowded his
mind. He no longer questioned the fact
that to-night a new element had entered
his life. He was not at all sure it was a
welcome one, that its ultimate resolution
wouldn't mean unhappiness. For he
could not think of Barbara without recallingMcHugh's misgivings. They
served to remind him, too, that he really
knew nothing about the girl except that
she was beautiful and possessed of a personalitythat had always appealed to him.
Whom she lived with, what interests her
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nun-proiessionai me contereu attorn, nc
had no idea. At the first opportunity
he would accept that invitation, which he
had to all purposes forced from her.
Somewhere there must be an explanationof her moody and undependahle

actions. He had a sudden fear that the
past might harbor it. Carlton's death
had changed her. Did that suggest an
answer? Could there have been between
Barbara and Carlton a sympathy oonoealedfrom the rest of tho world?
He tried to put her from his mind. He

told himself that the reaction from hiB
experience in the theater, the dusk of the
alley, the strangeness of her presence ,

there, the anxioty it had suggested for
him, had all combined to fill him with a
sentimental folly without real foundation,
which consequently could not survive.
He was glad it had not carried him too
far. Nevertheless it worried him that
her bearing had forecasted an unfavorable
nnpuiiBV.
At least, the incident had served for a

time, drug-like, to deaden the mental
pain of his vigil in the theater. That
surged back now with its impossible details,its impotent horror. He entered his
apartment with callous indifference. So
much had happened in the last few hours
that the prospect of the occult bell ha4
ceased, for the moment, to terrify him.
Silence, however, pervaded the place.

In his bedroom, he faced a mirror.
His hands tightened on the edge of the
bureau. The countenance that stared
back was gray and marked by unfamiliar
lines. The eyes were blood-shot, the lids
twitched. Suddonly the face broke into
a cynical smile. There had flashed into
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